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Page 50, in the firſt line of the Note, after antiquarian, read, 1% hunt for bim. 
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in the ſame line, after when, read, he Htumòles on. 
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TO THE 


EMPEROR or CHIN A. 


Dear KIEN Lons, 


Ar length an opportunity preſents itſelf for converſing 


with the /econd PoTENTATE upon earth, Grorcs the Truizp 
being moſt undoubtedly the , although he never made 
verſes. Thy praiſes of Movuxpen, thy beautiful little 
Ode to Txa, &c. have afforded me infinite delight ; and 
to gain my plaudit, who am rather difficult to ptcaſe, 
will, I affure thee, be a feather 1 in thy imperial ap. 


Principibus placuiſe viris, non ultima laus eſt. 


Praiſe from a Bard of my poetic ſpirit, 
Proclaims indeed no ſmall degree of merit. 


Excuſe this piece of egotiſm—it is natural, and juſtified 
by the ſublimeſt authorities. What ſays Vizeu, ? 


ce Tentanda via eft qud me quoque poſſim 
« Tollere humo, viftorque virim volitare per ora. 
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What, likewiſe, Luck TIus? 


« Juſignemque meo capiti petere inde coronam 
* Unde prius nulli velarunt tempora Muſe.” 


What, alſo, Ovip? 
te Jamgue opus exegi,” &c. 


What, moreover, Hog Ack? 


« Exegi monumentum are perennius, &c. 


What, ENNIUSs ? 


« Nemo me lacrumeis decoret nec funera fletu,” &c. 


What, again, the great Father of Poetry, Homes, in his 
delightful Hymn, that ſome impudent Scholiaſts declare 


he never wrote ? 
— Tic Opps rp Wis AOIANN 
Eu ad! ru; xal Tiw Tipriols AA ; 
Tode amg* dis de xi i rait ο,νν 


Tr rdcal peronioge αο⁰ẽEubai Aulai, 
which, with a few preceding lines omitted in the quota- 
tion, I thus a little paraphraſtically and beautifully 
tranſlate: 


Should CuxtosrTy at times enquire 
Wuao ſtrikes with ſweeteſt art the Musz's lyre ; 
This 
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This be thine anſwer “ A poor man, ſtark blind; 
An aged minſtrel that at Cros dwells, 
Who ſells and ſings his works, and ſings and ſells, 
And leaves all other poets far behind.” 


So much for my profound learning in defence of ego- 
tiſm ; for where is the man that does not rank himſelf 
amongſt his own admirers ? 


Now to the point —As Loxp MacarxTNey, with his 
moſt ſplendid retinue, is about to open a trade with thee, 
in the various articles of tin, blankets, woollen in 
general, &c. &c. in favour of the two Kingdoms; 
why might not a literary commerce take place between 
the GREAT KIEN Lons, and the no leſs celebrated PRT ER 
Pixp AR Thou art a man of rhymes - and ſo am I. Thou 
art a genius of uncommon verſatility - ſo am I. Thou 
art an enthuſiaſt to the Muſes—ſo am I. Thou art a lover 
of novelty—ſo am I. Thou art an idolater of Royalty 
ſo am I. With ſuch a congeniality of mind, in n God's 
name, and thine, let us ſurpriſe the world with an inter- 
change of our lucubrations, both for its improvement and 
delight. And to ſhew thee that I am not a literary 


ſwindler, 


i ] 


ſwindler, unable to repay thee for goods I may receive 


from thy Imperial Majeſty, I now tranſmit ſpecimens of 


my talents, in Ode, Ballad, Elegy, Fable, and Epigram. 


I am, dear Kien Loxns, 


Thy humble Servant and brother Poet, 


P. PINDAR: 


— 


— 


OD ES ro KIEN LONG. 


DE 


PETER complimenteth K [EN LoNG on bis poetical talent, and condemneth 
the want of literary taſte in Weſtern Kings. 


DEAR Exie'roR, PRINCE or PoeTs, noble Baxp, 
Thy brother PzTzz ſendeth thee a card, 
To fay thou art an honour to the times 
Yes, Pere telleth thee, that for a King, 
Indeed a moſt extraordinary chivg; | 


Thou really makeſt very charming rhimes. 


Witneſs thy Mouxpex®, which we all admire; 


Witneſs thy pretty little Ode to Ta, | 1 A 
dd e Compos'd 
* A favourite City of the Emperor, 


[6] 
Compos'd when ſipping by thy Tartar fire; 
Witneſs thy many a madrigal and glee, 


Believe me, venerable, good KEN Lox, 
"Vaſt is my pleaſure that the Muſe's ſong 
Divinely ſoundeth through thy Tartar groves 
Still greater, that the ff of Eaſtern Kings 
Should praiſe in rhime the Tartar vales and ſprings, 
And pay a tuneful tribute to the Loves. 


Yet how it hurts my claſſic ſoul, to find 
Some Weſtern Kings to poetry unkind | 
What though they want the ſkill to make a riddle, 


Charade, or rebus, or conundrum ;— ſtill 


Thoſe Kings might ſhew towards them ſome good will, 
And nobly patroniſe Apollo's fiddle, | 


But: 


1 


But no- the note is, * How go ſheep a ſcore ? 


© What, what's the price of bullock ? how ſells lamb? 


«© I want a boar a boar, I want a boar; 
e J want a bull, a bull, I want a ram.“ 
Whereas it ſhould be this“ I want a Barn, 


& To cover him with honour and reward.“ 


Kings deem, ah mel a grunting herd of ſwine 
Companions ſweeter than the tuneful Nine ; 
Preferring to Famz's dome, a hog-ſtye's mire ;. 


The roar of oxen to Apollo's lyre. 


« Lord | is it poſſible?“ I hear thee groan— 
Ki1tx Lon, tis true as thou art on thy throne ; 
For ſouls like thine, tis natural to doubt it 


Macartxey can inform thee all about it. 
ODE 


r A ]— oops in, oo ew wn ow 4s * 
3 A I 


E 


O D E II. 


More Compliments to the E PERO -A Diſſertation on THRONES, and 
Kings and Queens—A very proper Attack on the French Revolutioniſi— 
The Fate g poor REL1610N, prophefied—Alho, of his * the PorE— 
More Lamentations on degraded RoYALTY. 


Tov art a ſecond Atlas, great Kizn Loxs ; 


Supporting half th' unwieldy globe, ſo ſtrong ; 
But, Lad! what pigmy ſouls to empire riſe ! 

Unconſcious of its glorious frame, they ſleep— 

Now juſt like mice from pyramids that peep, 


Thinking a hole's a hole, whert/ir it lies. 


FoxTuns has too much pow'r in this ſame world— 
Things are too often topſy-turvy hurl'd | 


A bug condemn'd to fly that ſcarce can craw! : 
A maggot 


L 9 1 
A maggot taken from his little nut, 


(There by the great ALL-wisz moſt wi/ely put) 
To grovel midſt the grandeur of St. Paul! 


Unluckily moſt thrones are plac'd fo high, 
That Kings can ſcarce their loving ſubjeds ſpy; 

Hopping beneath them, like ſo many crows . 
Which ſubjects have in France been taking 
Great liberties in ladder-making, 


To get up nearer to the royal noſe, 


Thus wrens ere long their pigmy pow'rs will try; 
And, turning to the clouds their little eye, 

Aim to arreſt, by frequent daring flights, 

Their elder brothers of the ſkies, the Kirss | 


And yet I hate a Fool upon a throne— 


We have been happy hitherto, thank God ; 
1 | How 


tm 


How boys would burſt with laughter, ev'ry one, 


Were monkey-ſchoolmaſters to hold the rod / 


Yet much more miſchief follows royal fools, 
As realms are on a larger ſcale than ſchoo/s— 
Th' Auzicans provide againſt all this: 


Which certain Gentlefoll take much amiſs ! 


And then "OM the wives of glorious Kings, 
In generoſity, and ſuch-like things, 
And temper mild, who well themſelves demean, 
Are for the ſubject a rare happy matter; 
And let me ſay indeed, who ſcorn to flatter, 


We Baitons are moſt lucky in a Queen, 


— 


Of humbling their ſuperiors, folks ſeem fond, 


And treating Monarchs as ſo many logs; 
| Whereas 
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Whereas it is in Courts, as in a pond, 


Some fiſh, ſome frogs. 


Thus do the rebel foes of Sovereigns cry, 
Rending with vile diſloyalty the ſky : 


hen will the lucky day be born that brings 
6 A bridle for the inſolence of Kings? 

Too {lowly moves, alas | the loitering hour 
hen will thoſe TyzanTs ceaſe to fancy Man | 
A fawning dog in Providence's plan, 


« Ordain'd to lick the blood - ſtain d rod of Pow's ?” 


Kings have their faults undoubtedly, and 2 
The man who contradicts me, is a Zany. 
Some rob, ſome kill, ſome cheat, ſome cringe and beg; 


Curſt with an av'rice, ſome would ſhave an egg. 


And 


1 


And yet, with all their fins, I drop a tear 


On what I'm daily forc'd to ſee and hear. 


Great is the change of late ! ſuch horrid ſcenes, 
Such little rey'rence_both for Kings and Queens 
Thus cry the Frenchmen, ſeldom over-nice— 
© We want no SCEPTER D PLUNDERERS of States; 
e Out with them—folly to maintain more cats 


% Than capable of catching mice. 


Death to their paraſites—we'll have no more 

« Leeches that ſuck the heart's blood of the poor. 

© Down with Dukes, Earls, and Lords, thoſe Pagan Joſſes, 
ce Falſe gods!—away with ſtars, and ſtrings, and croſſes” 


The French are very wicked, I declare; 


They raiſe upon one's head, one's very hair; 


l 
So much thoſe fellows. Majeſty abuſe 
Of Royalty the purple robe ſo grand, 


Which ſeizes the deep rev'rence of a land, 


They to a malkin turn, to wipe their ſhoes. 


* Out with State-pickpockets !“ they cry aloud : 

“ Death to the rav'nous eagles,” cries the crowd, 
That happy hover o'er a PeorLE's groan 

“Thieves, in the plunder of an empire dreft ; 

\ © FLaTT'ry's vile carrion flies, on Kings that feaſt ; 


«© Rank bugs that ſhelter in the wood of thrones | 


« The DusTMAN in his cart that hourly ſlaves, 
« Drawn by an aſs, the partner of his toils, 
Ho far ſuperior to thoſe titled knaves, 
In coaches'glitt ring with a kingdom's ſpoils * 
R The 
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The old fic volo, that with thund'ring ſound, 


Rous'd all the Provinces of France around, 
(And if great things we may compare to ſmall, 
Juſt like the boatſwain's whiſtle, that makes ſkip 
The jovial fellows of a ſhip) 


This great sic voLo is not heard at all— 


To humbler phraſes chang'd by ſome degrees ; 
te With your good leave, Meſſieurs —“ Sirs, if you pleaſe,” 


Yes, ſavage are the Fzencu to Kings and Quality; 


Void of good manners, common hoſpitality— 
Barb'rous, they dog-like wiſh to pick their bones; 


Make juſt as much of Dukes as of a duck, | 

(Nobility has therefore ſhocking luck) 

And daſh an infant Prince againſt the ſtones, 
Thus 


1 
Thus butchers calmly ſtick a ſucking pig, 


And o'er a bleeding lambkin hum a jig. 


RE11c1on too is in a deep decline; 

Her vot'ries treated like a herd of ſwine; 
Rich reliques look'd upon as rotten lumber | 

Ado will be canoniz'd for fright'ning devils, 

For bringing back loſt limbs, and curing evils, 


Scald heads, wry necks, and rickets beyond number, 


Without a draught, a bolus, or a pill, 
That of redoubted Doctors foil the {kill ? 


RELIolox, who in France ſome years ago, 


Made in rich ſilks ſo wonderful a ſhow, | 


So us'd with all the pride of curls to charm, 


1 16 ] 
Is now, poor ſoul, oblig'd to beg her bread, 
With ſcarce a cap or ribbon to her head, 


Or woollen petticoat to keep her warm. 


Yes, poor dcar maid, I fear ſhe'll ſoon expire ; 
Her whips demoliſh'd, and extin& her fire, 

Her pincers broken, ſnapp'd in twain her cleaver, 
That flogg'd, that burnt a ſinner to ſalvation, 
Roaſting away the ſoul's adulteration, 


And chopp'd and pinch'd him to a true Believer. 


No longer are her prieſts to be maintain'd— 
Thus is that horrid beaſt the Dev'l unchain'd, 
That roaring Bull at once his triumph ſhows— 
For, if not paid, what prieſts can prove their might, 
Fight the good fight, 
And, like ſtaunch bull-dogs, nail him by the noſe ? 


DRArRH 


1 


Darn and the Dev't, the ſmutty rogue, and Six, 


A pretty junto, are upon the grin; 
Hoping to i the dark infernal hole, 

If all the prieſts refuſe to help a ſoul 
That moſt important conteſt then is o'er ; 


Pull Dev't, pull Paxsox, will be ſeen no more. 


Yes, at her wounded pow'r nn faints; 
Alas | no more old bones ſhall make new Saints; 
No more ſhall LenT, lean Lady, cry her fiſh ; 
No more ſhall ſlices of the croſs be courted ; 
Deſpis'd the manger that our Lord ſupported, 
His ſacred pap-ſpoon, and the Virgin's diſh. 


No abſolutions, like potatoes, fold ; 


No purgatory-ſouls redeem'd by gold: 


F | No 
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No . in cloth of gold, and red-heel'd ſhoes, 
"TEN and ſword, a mob the Saviour“ views— 
Sold no certificates ſ of good behaviour, 


To ſhow the Lord, the Virgin, and that Saviour. 


No more ſhall MiracLe obtain applauſe, 
Laugh at old Time, and break Dame Nature's laws ; 
No more dead herrings, fill'd with life and motion, 


Leap from the frying-pan, and ſwim the ocean. 


Soon 


Once a year this ine mummery is exhibited in France, and in 
other Romiſh countries. 


+ In ſome part of Ruſſia, narrow ſlips of paper, in form of a ribbon, 
conſecrated by the Biſhop, are fold for about three-pence a- piece, and 
bound about the heads of dying people. They are certificates of their 
good behaviour. The inſcription on each is as follows: To old 
“ God Almighty, to young God Almighty, and young God Almighty's 
1% Mama—this is to certify that the bearer hereof died a good Chriſtian,” 
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Soon may this wicked Spirit ſteal to Rome, 
And poiſon ev'ry facred dome; | 
Reliques be kick'd and mock'd by many a giber— 
The Pontiff to the very workhouſe brought, 
Or, what could never have been thought, 


Plump'd with his triple crown into the Tyber: 


There may we view him flound'ring wild about, 


With not a SainT he dubb'd to pull him out: 


The fair chaſte quills, from angel wings procur'd, 
Be turn'd to uſes not to be endur'd ; 
To villain pens, inſtead of crow-quills cut, 


To draw lewd figures, and deliver nut: 


Melted the Church's ſacred plate to mugs, 


To candleſticks, to punch-ladles, and jugs ; 
| To 
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To porringers the pipes“ of ſacred tunes, 


And filver Chriſts to caniſters and ſpoons. 


Phials that held of ſaints the ſuffering fighs, 
Seen by the dimmeſt of believing eyes, 
Lo, to the meaneſt offices ſhall ink— 


Hold aguafortis, or reviling ink! 


The Vizcin's gowns and garters, ſtockings, ſhoes, 
Sold to her enemies, perhaps, the Jews— 
Her paint, curls, caps, hoop, gauzes, muſlin, lace, 


Sold to trick harlots for a rogue's embrace | 


Now to diſloyal mongrels we return, 


That bark at Kings, and for confuſion burn, 


How have our mighty Monarchs been brought down | 


Trod in the duſt, like ſome old wig, the Crown | 


The 
* Of the Organs, 


11 
The WaARERS— ſome confin'd in jails fo dread ; 
Some ſhot—ſome poiſon'd with as much ſang-froid, 
As though the Mos had merely been employ'd 


To knock a thieving polecat on the head. 


In 4irth the Punl ie ſees no kind of merit / 
Think of the preſent equalizing ſpirit ! 
Amidſt the populace how rank it ſprings | 


Nay, from the palaces the Vix runs fly, 
While boldly entering from their beaſtly ſtye, 
The vulgar Pass1ons ruſh to pig with Kings / 


G ODE 
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The Por T fiweetly reproveth the EMP&ROR for neglecting to turn a penny 
in an honeſt way, and demonſtrateth the inconveniency of Generofity— 
proving that a mind on à broad ſtale may be productive of NARROW 


circumſtances. 


GREAT KING, thou never educateſt ſwine, 
Nor takeſt goſlins under thy tuition; 
Nor boardeſt by the week thy neighbour's kine, 


Like PfakoAn's—that is, in a lean condition. 


Nor doſt thou cut down palaces to pens, 
Nor ſendeſt unto market cocks and hens; 
Nor to a butcher ſelleſt pork and beef : 
Nor wool nor egg merchant, O King, art thou j 
Nor doſt thou watch the girl who milks the cow, 


For fear the girl might ſip, and prove a thief; 


Not 


„ F 
Nor ſetteſt traps to ſave thy fowls and eggs, 
And catch thy loyal ſubjects by the legs. — 


Nor doſt thou go i ſhopping, mighty King ; 
I know that thou dei ſock a thing; 

Yes, to expoſe ſuch meanneſs thou art loath— 
Thou ſcorn'ſt to pride thyſelf on buying cheap, 
And for ſome trifle a huge pother keep, 


An ounce of lackguard*, or a yard of cloth. 


Nor doſt thou (which ſome people may deem ſtrange) 
Send Pages with a halfpenny for change; 

Nor doſt thou (which would be a crying fin) 

Cheat of his dues the Parſon of Pz-x1x. 

Thy mind was form'd upon an ampler ſcale : 


Each thought is generoſity—a whale: 


* A coarſe ſnuff, ſo emphatically called, 


Not 
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Not a poor ſprat to dunghills to be hurl'd 
Thy ſoul a dome illum'd by Granpzur's rays, 
That o'er thy mighty empire caſts a blaze; 


A beacon to inform a world. 


But, ah | KN Lore, thou never wilt be rich, 
If generoſity thy heart bewitch : 

What ſays Econowy ? © Let ſubjects groan— 
Let Miszzr's how! be muſic to thine ear 
cc Ves, let the widow's and the orphan's tear 


4 Fall printleſs on thy heart as on a ſtone.“ 


The ſouls of many Kings are vulgar entries, 
With not a ruſhlight midſt the diſmal winding; 
A long, dark, dangerous, dreary way, paſt finding 


Hvrockisv and MAN NESS the two ſentries. 


AMBITION, 


11 
Aunrriox, that on riches caſts its eyes, 
Mounts on the tempeſt of a PeorLE's fighs / 
O Emp'ror, GENEROSTTx's a fool 


She wants advice from ſaving WIspou's ſchool. 


Look at a ſmiling field of graſs : 

Nothing can eat it out, nor horſe nor als, 
Provided that you put, to ſpare the feaſt, 

A padlock on the mouth of ev'ry beaſt. 
Thus, muzzle but thy palace now and then, 


Thou wilt be wealthy among ſcepter'd men. 


Invite not a whole M1LL1on* to thine hunt: 

Thy purſe with ſuch a heavy weight would grunt. 
In England, when a King a deer unharbours, 

The ſport a half a dozen butchers ſhare 3 

Of ſmutty chimney- ſweeps perchaunce a pair j 


With probably a brace or two of barbers. 
- | What 


* This is the number of the Emperor's attendants, in general, at a 
hunt. 


( 26 ] 
What though tis not puite roya/—ſtill we boaſt 


Of gaining glorious fun with little coſt. 
The pocket is a very ſerious matter— 


Small beer allayeth thirſi—nay, ſimple water. 


The ſplendor of a chace, or feaſt, or ball, 
Though ſtrong, are paſſing, momentary rays— 
The luſtre of a little hour; that's all— 


While guineas with eternal ſplendor blaze, 


1 


OD = mW 


PETER breaketh out into a ſtrange rhapſody, ſo unhke PETER, who 
chriſteneth himſelf the PotT of the PEOPLE—He adviſeth the Eu- 
PEROR fo ations never practiſed by Kings I it, or is it not, one 
continued vein of happy Irony? 


GIVE nothing from thy * purſe away, 

I fay— 
Nay, ſhould thy coffers and thy bags run ver, 
Meglect or penſion MRI on the Poor. 


Give not to Hoſpitals—thy Vame's enough : 
To FT i Favs, not a pinch of ſnuff— 
On WAT rA thy quarry, keep a falcon-view, 
And from thy very children ſteal their due. 
Shouldſt 
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Shouldſt thou, in hunts, be tumbled from thy horſe, 
Unlucky, midſt ſome river's rapid courſe ; 
Though ſharp between thyſelf and Death the ſtrife, 
Give not the Page a /ous that ſaves thy life, 


Should Love allure thee to ſome Fair-ont's arms, 
Who yields thee all the luxury of charms, 

And deluges thy panting heart with bliſſes; 
Take not a fixpence from thy groaning cheſt, 
To buy a ribbon for the fragrant breaſt 

That ſwell'd with all its ardour to thy kiſſes. 


Buy not a garland for her flowing hair ; 
Buy not of mittins, or of gloves, a pair, 
To ſhield her hands from froſt, or SUMer's ray; 
Buy not a bonnet to defend her face, | 
Nor *kerchief to protect each ſnowy grace, 


And deck her on ſome rural holiday. 
; | But 
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But ſuffer her in homely geer to pine, 


In ſimple elegance where others ſhine. 


Thou probably mayſt anſwer, with a groan, 
« What! give a vile contagion to the throne | 
« Perdition catch the wealth, in heaps that lies, 


“ Whilſt trodden Meat lifts her aſking eyes. 


“That calf, ſhall gariſh Os rENTATIOx grin, 

© Deck'd by the ſweat of Lazoux's ſun-burnt ſkin, 
&« Poor cart-horſe, envied een his very oats? 

&« Heav'ns ! ſhall this Mummer OsTEenTATION cry, 

cc Roaſt in the ſun, thou Mos, in aſhes lie; 


© Mine be the guineas, Slavk, and thine the groats. 


« Mine be the luxury of wine and oil, 


© Thine that I conde/cend to drink thy toil.” 
I Ah! 
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Ah | fay'ſt thou thus ?—dares honour this high pitch ? 


Then, noble Eur'RoR, thou wilt ne'er be rich. 


Gold ſhould not gather in a /ubje#'s cheſt— 
The crew grows mutinous—it cannot reſt ; 
It talketh of equality, indeed | 
No, let the Monarch's bags and coffers hold © 
The flatt'ring, mighty, nay, //-mighty gold ; 
On this ſhall brawny Pow's his finews feed; 


Jove's eagle near the throne, with eye of fire, 
The vengeance-bearer of the royal ire | 


Enrich the realm, SuBorRDINATION dies 


Wealth gives a wing that daſbes at the ſkies. 


Bluſh not, though up to neck, to noſe, in gold, 
To let thy fay'rite Mandarine be told, 


<c The 
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« The Emp'ror pants for money—hunt about: 


And ſhould thy Miniſter, with impious breath, 


Say, „ Sire, we've ſqueez'd the people nigh to death“ — 


Off with the villain's head, or kick him out. 


Tis pleaſant to look FER upon the hovel, 
And count the royal treaſure with a ſhovel / 
Pleaſant to mark the whites of wiſhing eyes, 
And hear of Povxxry the fruitleſs ſighs ! 


Grand, on their knees to ſee the million cow'r |! 


Pale, ſtarv'd ſubmiſſion is the feaſt of Pow' R. 


Pr'ythee, vo Turcgid come, KEN Lons, with ſpeed: 
We'll give thee much inſtruction on this head; 
Nay, /ome examples alſo ſhall be brought, 

Which beats a cold dry precept all to nought. 


PRECE T's. 
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Parzceer's a pigmy, hectick, weak, and flight; 
EXAMPLE is a giant in his might. 
Then, pr'ythee, to our Evroes haſte to ſtare ; 


Lo, Euxoes ſhall produce thee /uch a Pair / 


A Pair! to whom lean Av'Ricz is a fool, 


And means to take a leſſon from Heir ſchool. 


V. 


PETER giveth an account of the expedition of Lord MACARTNEY, and, 
contrary to the tenor of the preceding Ode, e recommendeth 


GENEROSITY fo the EMPEROR. 


\ KIEN LONG, our GREAT GREAT Pzor LE, and Squire Pirr, 
Fam' d through the univerſe for /aving wit, 
Have heard uncommon tales about thy wealth; 
And now a veſſel have they fitted out, 
Making for good KN Lone a monſtrous rout, 


To trade, and beg, and aſk about his health. 
. This, 
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This, to my ſimple and unconnying mind, 
Seems economical and very kind! 
And now, great EurzEROR of China, ſay, 


What handſome things haſt thou to give away ? 


Accept a proverb out of Wispow's ſchools— 
© Barbers firſt learn to ſhave, by ſhaving Fools. 


PitTT ſhav'd our faces firſt, and made us grin— 


Next the poor French—and now the hopeful Lap, 


Ambitious of the honour, ſeemeth mad 


To try this razor's edge upon thy chin. 


Tut as a generous Prince we all regard; 


For ev'ry preſent, lo, returning double 


Tis therefore thought that thou wilt well reward 


The ſbip and Loxp MacaxTNEx for their trouble. 


K 


And 
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And now to Ggogck and CrarLoTTE what the preſents 7 


No humming-birds, we beg—no owls, no pheaſants; 
Such gifts will put the palace in a ſweat— 


For God's fake ſend us nothing that can ear. 


* What gifts, F wonder, will thy King and Quzzn 

© Send to Kren LoN G?“ thou. cry'{t.—Not much, I ween ; 
They can't afford it; they are very poor 

And though they ſhine in ſo ſublime a ſtation, 

They are the pooreſt people in the nation, 
So wide of Charity their neat *trap-door ! | T 


Our King may ſend a dozen cocks and hens; 
Perhaps a pig or two of his own breeding; 
Perhaps a pair of turkies from his pens ;: 


Perhaps a duck: of his own feeding— 
® Reader, this expreſſion is uncommonly beautiful.— The moſt ſecret 
charities are generally the largeſt, and moſt acceptable to Gon. 
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Or poſſibly a half a dozen geeſe, 


4 WF 


Worth probably a half a crown a- piece; 
And that he probably may deem enough.— 

Her gracious MajzsTy may condeſcend 

Her precious compliments to ſend, 


Tack'd to a pound or two of ſnuff: 


The hiſtory of Strelitæ too, perhaps; 
A place that cuts a figure in the Maps. 


Moſt mighty Exr' Rox, be not thou afraid 
That we ſhall generoſity upbraid : 
Send heaps of things—poh never heed the meaſure— 
If Palaces won't hold the precious things, 
Behold, the beſt of Queens and eke of Kings 
Will build them Barns to hold the treaſure. 


I know- 
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I know thy delicacy's ſuch, 
Thou fancieſt thou canſt ſend too much 
But as I know the Great Ones of our iſle, 


The very thought indeed would make them ſmile. 


Lord! couldſt thou fend the Chineſe Empire o'er, 
So hungry, we ſhould gape for more: 

Yes, couldſt thou pack the Chineſe Empire up, 

We'd make no more on't than a China cup; 


Ev'n then My Lapy ScyHwELLENBERG would baw], 


tt Gote dem de ſbabby fella—var, dis all p- 


Whales very rarely make a hearty meal 
Thus Princes an eternal hunger feel; 


Moreover, fond of good things gratis; 
Whoſe ſtomach's motto ſhould be, aunguam ſatis. 


Then, 
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Then load away with rarities the ſhip, 
And let us cry, * She made a handſome trip. 
But mind, no humming-birds, apes, owls, mackaws ; 


The dey'l take preſents that can wag their jaws. 


”& DJ Et 


SIMPLICITY, I dote upon thy tongue ; 
And 7zhee, O white-rob'd TRUrRk, I've rev'renc'd long 

I'm fond too of that flaſhy varlet Wir, 
Who ſkims earth, ſea, heav'n, hell, exiſtence o'er, 
To put the merry table in a roar, 


And ſhake the ſides with laugh-convulſing fit. 


WJ 


O yes! in ſweet StueLiciry I glory— 


To her we owe a charming little ſtory, 
L . WILLIAM 
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WILLIAM PENN, NATHAN, and the BAILIFF, 


A TALE. 


As well as I can recollect, 
It is a ſtory of fam'd WIILIAu PENN, 
By bailiffs oft beſet, without effect, 


Like 22 of our Lords and Gentlemen 


WirLIAu had got a private hole to ſpy 
The folks who came with writs, or How d'ye do?” 
Poſſeſſing, too, a penetrating eye, 


Friends from his foes the Quaker quickly knew, 


A bailiff in diſguiſe one day, 
Though not diſguis'd to our friend WII, 
Came, to WiLL's ſhoulder compliments to pay, 


Conceal'd, the catchpole thought, with wond'rous ſkill. 
Boldly 


—Y 

Boldly he knock'd at WILLIau's door, 
Dreſt like a gentleman from top to toe, 

Expecting quick admittance, to be ſfure— 


But no | 


WirL's ſervant NarhAx, with a ſtrait-hair'd head, 
Unto the window gravely ſtalk'd, not ran 
« Maſter at home?“ the Bailiff ſweetly ſaid— 


* Thou canſt not ſpeak to him,” replied he Man. 


Nd 
* What,” quoth the Bailiff, © won't he ſee me then?” 
% Nay, ſnuffled NarHaAN, * let it not thus ſtrike thee; 


« Know, verily, that WiLLiam PENN 


* Hath ſeen thee, but he doth not /ike thee.” 


To 
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To a FLY, 


TAKEN OUT OF A BOWL OF PUNCH. 


An | poor intoxicated little knave, 
Now ſenſeleſs, floating on the fragrant wave; 
Why not content the cakes alone to munch ? 


Dearly thou pay'ſt for buzzing round the bowl ; 
Loft to the world, thou buſy ſweet-lipp'd ſoul— 


* 


. 
Thus Beck, as well as Pleaſure, dwells with Punch. 
Fa! : = 


＋ 


Now let me take thee out, and moraliſe 
Thus tis with mortals, as it is with flies, 

For ever hankering after Pleaſure's cup: 
Though F HENS with all his legions, be at hand, 
The beaſts, the draught of Cizce can't withſtand, 


But in goes every noſe—they nuſt, will ſup, 


Mad 
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Mad are the paſſions, as a colt untam'd ! 
When Prop NE mounts their backs, to ride them mild, 
They fling, they ſnort, they foam, they riſe inflam'd, 


Inſiſting on their own ſole will ſo wild. 


Gadſbud ! my buzzing friend, thou art not dead; 
The Fates, ſo kind, have not yet ſnipp'd thy thread 
By heav'ns, thou mov'ſt a leg, and now its brother, 


And kicking, lo, again thou moy'ſt another! 


And now thy little drunken eyes uncloſe ; 
And now thou feeleſt for thy little noſe, 

And finding it, thou rubbeſt thy two hands; 
Much as to fay, I'm glad I'm here again — 
And well mayſt thou rejoice— tis very plain, 


That near wert thou to DRArn's unſocial lands. 


M And 
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And now thou rolleſt on thy back about, 
Happy to find thyſelf alive, no doubt— 
Now elt an the table making rings; 
Now crawling, forming a wet track, 


Now ſhaking the rich liquor from thy back, 


Now flutt' ring nectar from thy ſilken wings: 


Now ftanding on thy head, thy ſtrength to find, 
And poking out thy ſmall, long legs behind; 
And now thy pinions doſt thou briſkly ply . 


Preparing now to leave me—farewell, Fly ! 


Go, join thy brothers on yon ſunny board, 
And rapture to thy family afford— 
There wilt thou meet a miſtreſs, or a wife, 
That ſaw thee drunk, drop ſenſeleſs in the ſtream ; 
Who gave, perhaps, the wide-reſounding ſcream, 


And now fits groaning for thy precious life. 
Yes, 
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Yes, go and carry comfort to thy friends, 


And wiſcly tell them thy imprudence ends. 


Let buns and ſugar for the future charm; 

Theſe will delight, and feed, and work no harm 
Whilſt Puxcn, the grinning merry imp of fin, 

lavites th' unwary wand'rer to a kiſs, 

Smiles in his face, as though he meant him. bliſs, 


'T hen, like an Alligator, drags him in. 


ELEGY 
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ELEGY to the FLEAS of TENERIFFE. 


Written in the Year 1768, at SANT a CRuz, in Company with a Son 


of the late Admiral Boscawen, at the Houſe of Mr. MackERRICk, 
a Merchaxt of that Place. | 


VE hopping natives of a hard, hard bed, 


Whoſe bones, perchaunce, may ache as well as ours, 
O let us reſt in peace the weary head, 
This night—the firſt we ventur'd to your bow'rs. 


_—— Thick as a flock of ſtarlings on our ſkins, 
Ye turn at once to brown, the lily's white; 


Ye ſtab us alſo, like ſo many pins— 


SLEEP ſwears he can't come near us whilſt ye bite. 


In vain EN preach—in vain the candle's ray 


Broad flaſhes on the imps, for blood that itch— 
| In 


( 45 ] 
In vain we bruſh the buſy hoſts away; 


Fearleſs, on other parts their thouſands pitch. 


And now I hear a hungry varlet cry, 
Eat hearty, Fleas—they're ſome Outlandiſh Men—- 


Fat ſtuff— no Spaniards all ſo lean and dry 


Such charming ven ſon ne' er may come agen.“ 


How ſhall we meet the morn? - With ſhameful eyes !' 
With nibbled hands, and eke with nibbled faces, 
Juſt like two turkey-eggs, we ſpeckled riſe, 


Scorn'd by the Loyzs, and mock'd by all the GRAcES. 
| 1 


What will the ſtately Nymph, Joaxxa“, ſay? 
How will the beauteous CarHERIxA“ flare |: 
« Away, ye naſty Britons—foh | away,” 


In ſounds of horror will exclaim the Fair. 


N ö What: 
* Young Spaniſh.Ladies of the firſt faſhion, 
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What though we tell them twas Mackrkklex's& bed ? 
What though we fear 'ewere all MackRRRIck 's fleas ? 
Diſguſted will the Virgins turn the head ; 


No more we kiſs their fingers on our knees. 


No more our groaning verſes greet their hand 3 
No more they liſten to our panting proſe; 
No more beneath their window ſhall we ſtand, 


And ſerenade their beauties to repoſe. 


The Converſationi ⁊ meet their end; 
The love-inſpir'd Fandango warms no more - 
The laugh, the nod, the whiſper, will offend ; 
The leer, the ſquint, the ſqueezes, all be o'er. 


But, 


* He is a principal man in the iſland, and much reſpected. 


ou 


T At his Excellency's the Governor. 
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But, O ye ruthleſs hoſts, an Arab train, 
Ye daring light-troops of that roving race, 
Know ye the ſtrangers whom with blood ye ſtain ? 


Know ye the voyagers ye thus diſgrace ? 


One is a Docrox, of redoubted ſkill, 

A Briton born, that dauntleſß deals in death; 
Who to the Weſtern Inv proceeds to kill, 

And, probably, of thouſands ſtop the breath: 


A Bar), whoſe wing of thought, and verſe of fire, 
Shall bid with wonder all Paxnassus ſtart ; 
A BaxD, whole converſe Moxazxcus ſhall admire, 


And, happy, learn his lofty Odes by heart“. 


The other, lo, a Pupil rare of Mars, 


A youth who kindles with a FaTHER's flame ; 
| BoscAwEN 
* Part of this prophecy has been amply verified. 
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- Boscawzx call'd, who fought a kingdom's wars, 


And gave to Immortality a name. 


Lo, ſuch are we, freebooters, whom ye bite ! 
Suck is our Britiſh Quality, O Fleas !— 
Then ſpare our tender ſkins this one, one night ? 


To-merrow eat Mackkkkick, if ye pleaſe. 


ODE 
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The preſent unnatural and fatal enmity towards thoſe beſt creatures in the 
world, KINGS and QUEENS, putting our moſt AUGUST COUPLE 
more on their guard againſt evil machinations, by ſelecting Mr. Towx- 
SEND, Mr. MacManus, and Mr, IE ALOous, the moſt accompliſhed 
Thief-takers upon earth, to watch over them as a Garde de corps; ſuch 
an unportant circumſtance, ſo illuminative of the hiſtorical page, could 
not eſcape the eagle eye of the Lyric BARD, who, in conſequence, has 
addreſſed an Ode of praiſe and admonition to the three aforeſaid 


Gentlemen, 


oo. © 


T 0 


Mxssks. TOWNSEND, MACMANUS, and FEA LOUS, 


The THIEF-TAKERs, and ATTEXDANTS on MAJESTY, 


Yet friends « JosTice GERT, JUSTICE JAIL, 
And TJusTice CarT's ſlow-moving tail, 

Accept the Bad's fincere congratulation— 
Ye glorious imps, of thief-ſuppreſling ſpirit, 
Elected, for your moſt heroic merit, 


The Guardians of the Rulers of the Nation. 
Q | When 


LOS 
When Buood, that enterpriſing Chap, 
Attempted only on the crown a rape, 
Pale Horror rais'd her hands, and roll'd her eyes— 
But ſhould /ome knave, with fingers moſt unclean, 
Attempt to ſteal away our King and Qukxx, 


How would the Empire in diſorder riſe! 


Juſt like the nations of the honied hive, 


Who, if they loſe their Sov'xEION, never thrive. 


At midnight, lo, ſome knave might ſteal ſo ly, 
In les, on the royal ſleepy eye, 
And, giving to his ſacrilege a looſe, 
Bear off the mighty Monarch on his back, 
Juſt as fly Reynard, in his night attack, 


Bears from the farmer's yard a gentle gooſe. 


Ye 
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Ve glorious thief-takers, O watch the Pair; 


We cannot ſuch a precious couple ſpare — 

O, cat- like, guard the door againſt Tou PalxE: 
Tou Painz's an artful and rebellious dog, 
Swears that a ſacred throne is but a log, 


And Moxaxcus too expenſive to maintain. 


I know their Majeſties are in a fright ; 
I know they very badly ſleep at night 
Tow Palxx's indeed a moſt terrific word; 
A name of fear, that ſounds in ev'ry wind, 
A goblin damn'd, that haunts the royal mind ; 


Of DawocLes, the hair-ſuſpended ſword. 


Why ſhould our glorious Sov'reigns be unbleſt ? 
Why by a paltry ſubje be diſtreſt? 


Is 
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Is there no poiſon for Tou Pains ?—alas ! 
Is there no halter for this knave of knaves ? 
Audacious fellow | lo, the Crown he braves, 


And calls the Kingdom a poor burden'd aſs. 


For this poor burden'd %, he ſwears he feels, 


And bids him lift, a regicide, his heels. 


What a bright thought in Groncꝝ and CHARLOT TE, 
Who, to eſcape each wicked Nt” BY 

And diſappoint Tou Ps diſloyal crew, 
Fix'd on the brave Macmanus, TownstNnD, JEALOUS, 
Delightful company, delicious flows, 


To point out, ev'ry minute, who is who / 


To huſtle from before their noble Graces, 


Raſcals with ill-looking deſigning faces, 
| Where 
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Where treaſon, murder, and ſedition, dwell ; 
To give the life of ev'ry Newgate wretch ; 
To ſay who next the fatal cord ſhall ſtreteh 


The ſweet hiſtorians of the penſive cell. 


O with what joy felonious acts ye view | 
How pleas'd, a thief or highwayman to hunt ! 


Bleſt as CoRNwALLIs Tirroo to purſue; 


. 
 £ o ' * * * 
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Bleſt as old Poxs Rau Brow, and Huzey Puxtt/ 7 


How itch your fingers to entrap a thief ! \- 
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How nimbly you purſue him !—with what ſoul 
Track him from haunt to haunt, to mercy, deaf, 


And drag at laſt the felon from his hole | 
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Thus when a CnanpmrAD, a Fir- ſpies, 


11 Js ! þ 


How beats her hel wh lightning fl W eyes 1 
F 
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To 
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To ſeize him, lo, her twinkling fingers ſpread, 
And ſtop his travels through the realm of bed. 


He hops — the eager damſel marks the jump; 
Now ſudden falls in thunder on his rump— 
She miſſes off hops BLOODSUcRER again: E 
The nymph with wild alacrity purſues ; 
Now loſes fight of him, and now gets views, 
Whilſt all her trembling nerves with ardour ſtrain. 


Now fairly tir d, with melancholy face, 

Poor fighing Susan quits th important chace : 
Once more reſolv'd, the brightens up her wits, 
And, furious, to her lovely fingers ſpits— 
Thrice happy thought] yet, not to flatter, 

'Tis not the cleanlieſt trick in nature. 


Now 
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Now in the blanket deep ſhe ſees him hide, 


Who, winking, fancieth Susan cannot ſee; 
Now Svusan drags him forth, with victor pride, 


The culprit cruſheth ; and thus falls the Fiza l 


What pity 'tis for this important nation, 
The Princes all have had their education! 

What pounds on Gottingen were thrown away!! 
How had ye moralis'd their youngling hearts,, 
How had ye giv'n an inſight of the Arts, 

So neceſſary, Sirs, for ſoy'reign foray 8 


Cunnince's a pretty monitor for Kings; 
She teacheth moſt extraordinary things; 

She keepeth ſubjects in their proper ſphere ;; 
She brings that fool, the Million, tame to hand, 
To dance, to kneel, to proſtrate at command 


A Kingdom is a Monarch's dancing bear. 
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By means of this ſame humble capering beaſt, I 


What royal ſhowmen fill their fobs, and feaſt ! 


O tell the world's great Maſters, not to /pare— 
A ſubject's murmur is beneath their care: 


When well accuſtom'd to the buſy thong, 
Flogging's a matter of mere ſport—a ſong. 


All know the tale of Bxrry and the Eel— 
| |< You cruel bb (a man was heard to ſay) 

« To ſerve poor creatures in that horrid way 3 
cc Lord, Sir!“ quoth Bxrry, turning on her heel, 
, The eels are 2d to it |''—ſo aying, 


And humming ga ira, continued flaying. 


O how I envy you each happy name | 


Tims ſhall not eat the mountain of your fame; 
v7 | For 
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For thus myſelf your Epitaph ſhall write, 


And dare the vile old ſtone-eater to bite, 


The EPIT AFR! 


« Here lie three crimps of death, knock'd down by Fate 
* Of Juſtice the ſtaunch blood-hounds too, ſo keen ; 
« Who choak'd the little plund'rers of the State, 
And, glorious, lav'd a 2 King and Queen.” 


Behold, the Guards, ſo difappointed, mourn | 
With jealouſy their glorious boſoms burn, 

To find by you, dread Sirs, IT their places: 
„What! not the regiments of Death be truſted ! 
« By Thief-takers, O Jeſu ! to be ouſted ! 


4 Thief-catchers Gardes de corps unto their Graces * 
= Thus, 


* 


2 
we 
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Thus, thus exclaim the angry men in red, 7 


Who, with their ſwords and guns, may go to bed, 


| Gods | how I envy our great folk their joys | 


Your tales of houſe-breakers, thoſe nightly curſes; 
Of Heroes of the Heath, Saint Giles's boys; 
Hiſt ries of pocket-handkerchiefs and purſes, 


O for minds-royal, what delightful food | 
Stories ſurpaſſing thoſe of Rozin Hoop. 


Sweet are of ſlight-hand BazzinGToN the tales; 
of changeful Major SemeLe, charming too | 

Delicious ſtory through each HuLs prevails, 
Full of inſtruction, pleaſant, ſage, and new. 


Hence the pure ſtreams of thieving ſcience flow, 


Which through your mouths to gaping Monarchs go; 
| And 
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And frequently the royal gaze, ye greet 


With curious inſtruments, for robbing mete. 


bo would not wiſh to ſee the gliding crook, 
With whom the purſes oft in filence ſtray ? 
Who would not on the tools with rapture look, 


That from poſt-chaiſes ſnap the trunks away ? 


Mo would not ope falſe dice, ingenious bones ? 


A curious ſpeculation, worthy thrones. 


Laugh the loud world, and let it laugh again; 

The Gzzar of Wix ps OR ſhall ſuch mirth diſdain— 
In days of yore, dull days, inſipid things, 

Kings truſted only to a PropLE's love 


But modern times in politics improve, 


And Bow-ftreet Runners are the ſhields of Kings. 
ODE 
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ODE To CALIA. 


EN vx muſt own that thou art paſſing fair; 

Love in thy ſmiles, and Juno in thy air: 
Yet, CæLIA, if with Gods I may be free, 

I think that Jove commits a ſort of fin, 

By ſtripping all the Graces to the ſkin, 


Merel y to make a nonpareille of thee. 


C114, thou knoweſt too that thou art pleaſing ; 
Moſt ſpider-like, the hearts of mortals ſeizing ; 
And what too maketh me confounded ſour, 
Thou knoweſt what I wiſh to hide, 
Which rather mortifics my pride, 
That I'm a ſimple fly, and in thy pow'r. 
Yet 


ES 
When Nature ſent thee blooming from above, 
She meant thee to ſupport the cauſe of Love ; 
To keep alive a beautiful creation— 
Thy graces hoarded, girl, thou muſt be told, 
Are really like the ſordid Miszx's gold, 


Worthleſs, for want of circulation. 


Behold ! a guinea, by a proper uſe, 
Another pretty guinea will produce - 
And thus, O peerleſs girl, thy beauty 
May bring thee cent. per cent. within the year ; 


That is, another beauty may appear, 
If properly it minds its duty. | 


Of wonder, lo, thou putteſt on the ſtare 
It ſeems a dark and intricate affair; 

Thou wanteſt a good, able, ſound adviſer— 
Well, then, my dear, at once agree, 
As chamber-counſel to take me; 


I know none better qualified, nor wiſer. 
XR 


An 
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An ODE to a PRETTY MILLINER. 


ON YMPH, with bandbox tripping on ſo ſweet, 
For Love's ſake, ſtay thoſe pretty blocs feet, 

| Join'd to an ancle, form'd all hearts to ſteal— 
That ancle - the neateſt leg united, 

Perhaps —with which I ſhould be much delighted, 


For men by little matters gueſs a deal 


Love lent thee lips, and lent that bloom divine— 

But, deareſt Damſel, what can make them mine? 
Heav'n reſts upon thoſe heaving hills of ſnow ; 

The faſcinating dimple in thy chin; 

In ſhort, thy charms without, and charms within, 


Speak, are they purchaſable ?—aye, or no? 


Thou ſeeſt my ſoul wild ſtaring from my eyes; 


Let me not burſt in ignorance, fair Maid— 


Why 


| 1 
Why ſheweſt thou, O peerleſs Nymph, ſurpriſc ? 


I am no wolf to eat thee—why afraid? 


O could I gain by gold thoſe heav'nly charms ! 


Could gold once give thee to my eager arms, 


Lo, into guineas would ] coin my heart ; 
Thoſe would I pour pell-mell into thy lap, 
With thee to wake to Jove, and then to nap, 


Then wake again—again to ſleep depart. : | 1 


All happy circled in thy arms of bliſs; 

To ſnatch, with riot wild, % burning kiſs; 
A kiſs |—a thouſand kiſſes let me add 

Ten thouſand fro thy unexhauſted mint, 


And then ten thouſand of ny own imprint 


Speak, tempting Syren, to a ſwain ſtark mad. 


Heav'ns! o'er thy check how deep the crimſon glows, 


And ſpreads upon thy breaſt of pureſt ſnows ! 


Why 


. Ly 


*Sdeath | what a cuckoo, what a rogue am I | 


The PLzasvnts ſport around thy ſimple cell; 
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Why mute, my Angel? thou diſdain'ſt reply 


O Nymph, fo ſweet, forgive my wild deſires; 


That knave, thy bandbox, wak'd my lawleſs fires, 
Bade me ſuſpect what CrasTiITyY reveres :— 
What will wipe out th' affront, O Virgin, ſpeak, 
That fluſh'd the roſe of virtue on thy cheek, 
Chill'd thy young heart, and daſh'd thine eye with tears? 


Go, guard that honour which I deem'd departed— 


O yield thy-beauties to ſome ſwain kind-hearted, 


Whoſe ſoul congenial ſhall with thine unite, 


And Lovs allow no reſpite from delight. 


— — — 


A MORAL AFTER-THOUGHT oN THE ABO VR. 


Dear Innocexct, where'er thou deign'ſt to dwell, 


The 
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The ſong of Nature melts from grove to grove; 
Perpetual ſunſhine ſits upon thy vale; 
Cox TEN and ruddy HEALTH thy hamlet hail, 


And Echo waits upon the voice of Love. 


But where—but where is ſcowling Gv1LT's abode ? 
The ſpectred heath, and Daxczx's cavern'd road; 

The ſhuffling monſter treads with panting breath— 
The cloud-wrapp'd ſtorm inſulting roars around, 


Fx ax pales him at the thunder's awful ſound, 


He ſtares with horror on the flaſh of death. 


He calls on DaxxNness with affright, 
And bids her pour her deepeſt night; 
- Her clouds impenetrable bring, 


And hide him with her raven wing! 


Are theſe the pictures? Then I need not muſe, 


Nor gape, nor ponder which to chooſe— 
8 O IN No- 
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O Inxocrnce, this inſtant I'm thy ſlave— 


What but the greateſt o would be a knave 


A 
LYRIC EPISTLE 


SIR WILLIAM HAMILTON: 


SIR WilLiam| what, a new eſtate ! 

J give thee Joy of +Gaa's fate— 

More broken pans, more gods, more mugs,, 
More ſnivel bottles, jordans, and old jugs, 1 


More ſaucepans, lamps, and candleſticks, and kettles, 
In ſhort, all ſorts of culinary metals! 


Leave not a duſt-hole unexplor'd ; 


Something ſhall riſe to be adar'd— 
: Search 


+ A newly-diſcovered town, ſiſter in misfortune to Herculaneum, 
Pompeia, and Pzſtum, | 


1 

Search the old bedſteads and the rugs; 
Such things are ſacred—if, by chance, 
Amidſt the wood, thine eye ſhould glance 


On a nice pair of antique bugs "47 


Oh, in ſome box the curious vermin place, 


And let us Britons breed the Roman race! 


Old nails, old Knockers, and old ſhoes, 

Would much Dainzs BARRINGTON. amuſe ; 

Old mats, old diſh-clouts, dripping-pans, and ſpits, 
Would prove delectable to other wits ; 

Gods' legs, and legs of old joint ſtools, 


Would raviſh all our antiquarian ſchools. 


Some rev'rend moth, with ne'er a wing, 2 
Would charm the * Knight of Soho- Square: 

A headleſs flea would be a pretty thing, 
To make the Knight of Wonders ſtare. 


A curl. 
* Sir Joſeph Banks. | 


1 


A curl of ſome old Emp'ror's wig, 


Or Nero's fiddle, mid the flames of Rome, 
That gave ſo exquiſite a jig, 


Believe me, would be well worth ſending home. 


Oh, if ſome lumping rarity of gold, 
Thy lucky lucky eyes by chance behold, 
Send it to our good K* * and gracious Q.: 
No matter what th' inſcription—if there's none, 
"Tis all one | 
Plain gold will pleaſe, as well as wor#'d, I ween— 
Much will the preſent their great eyes regale, 


Let it but cut a figure in the /ca/e. 


Oh | could an earthquake ſhake down Warrixc, 


And catch th' inhabitants and goods all napping, 
And then a thouſand years the ruin ſhade, 
What fortunes would be quickly made ! 


What 
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What rare Muſzums from the rubbiſh riſe, 
Wapping antiquities to glad the eyes! 


How portraits of MoLL FLANDERS, HANNAH SNELL, 

And Miſs D'Eox, thoſe heroines, would ſell ! 
CANNING and Squirss ! 

How would the dilettanti of the nation 

Devour the prints with eyes of admiration |! 


And to their merits, Poets ſtrike their lyres! 


Sign-poſts, with Old Blue Boars, and Heads of Nags, 
Would from the proud poſſeſſor draw ſuch brags ! 
Red Lions, Crowns and Magpies, George the Third— 
The Cat and Gridiron, our moſt gracious Queen, 
With rapt'rous adoration would be ſeen ; 
They would, upon my word. 
Such would tranſport the people of hereafter, 


Though ſubjects now of merriment and laughter. 
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POSTSCRIPT % Rofl 


Hiſt what freſh ovens of Etrurian ware; 

What pretty jordans has my friend to ſpare ? 
What gods IM ripe for digging up, O Knight ? 

What Britons, knowing in the Virtũ trade, 

Soon as a grand diſcov'ry ſhall be made, 


Are near thee, gudgeon-like, prepar'd to bite ? 


What brazen god, baptis'd with chamber lye“, 
For which the future connoiſſeurs may ſigh, 

Is going into ground, with front ſublime ? 
Hereafter to be worſhipp'd ſoon as ſeen; 
A 6 rare, array d in green, 


A downright ſatire upon TIE; 
Who 
Sir WILLIAM keeps an old antiquarian, who, when a tolerable 
ſtatue is diſcovered, bathes him in urine, buries him, and when ripe 


for digging up, they proclaim a great diſcovery to be made, and. out. 
eomes am antique for univerſal admirazon. 


1 


Who ſcems, a poor old fumbling fool, to dote; 


Taking two thouſand years to make a coat. 


A whiſper—lock'd is the Muſæum door *, 
From whence antiques were wont to ſtray; 

Whoſe parents ne'er ſat eyes upon them more, 
So much the little creatures loſt their way ? 

Pity thou could'ſt not news of them obtain, 


And ſend the gods and godlings back again! 


Sir WILLIAu, what's become of that ſame Monk f,, 
From whoſe old corner-cupboard, or old trunk, 

Thine hiſt'ry iſſued about burning mountains ? 
For who would toil, and ſweat, and hoe the hill, 
To find, perhaps, of knowledge a poor rill,. 


Who eaſily can buy the fountains? 
Dear 


* Some valuable antiques, not long ſince, made their eſcape from. 
the Royal Muſzum, and travelled zhe Lord knows where, 


+ He lived in the neighbourhood of Veſuvius, and furniſhed. the- 
Knight with all his volcanic obſervations, which paſs on the world as. 
his own, Nam quod emis, poffis dicere jure tuum.. 
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O Knight of Naples, is it come to pals, 
That thou haſt left the gods of ſtone and braſs, 
To wed a deity of feſb and blood *? 
O lock the temple with thy ſtrongeſt key, 
For fear thy deity, a comely She, 


Should one day ramble in a frolick mood. 


For ſince the idols of a youthful King, 

So very volatile indeed, take wing ; 

If bis, to wicked wand'rings can incline, 

Lord | who would anſwer, poor old Knight, for zhine ? 
Yet ſhould thy Grecian Goddeſs fly the fane, 

I think that we may catch her in Hedge-Lane+, 


* It is really true—the Knight 7s married to a beautiful virgin, whom 
he ſtyles his Grecian. Her attitudes are the moſt de/irab/e models for 


young artiſts. 


+ The reſort of the Cyprian corps, an avenue that opens into 
Cockſpur-ſtreet. £ 
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On a flone thrown at a very Great Man, but which 
miſſed him. 


TALK no more of the lucky eſcape of the head, 
From a flint ſo unluckily thrown— 

I think very diff rent, with thouſands indeed, 
Tas a lucky eſcape for the Stone. 


To CHLOE. 


DEAR CuLoz, well I know the ſwain, 
Who gladly would embrace thy chain; 
And who, alas! can blame him? 

Aﬀect not, Chi ox, a ſurpriſe ; 
Look but a moment on zheſe eyes, 


Thou'lt aſk me not, to ame him. 


= 5 [ 14 } 


On a NEW-MADE - LORD. 


THE 8 of ancient Greece, 
Although they bought of wood a ſtubborn piece, 
Not fit to make a block —yet, very odd! 
3 No loſers were the men of chipping trade, 
| Becauſe of this ſame ſtubborn ſtuff they made 
A damn'd good God! 


Thus, of the Lower Houſe, a ſtupid wretch, 
Whoſe mind to A,B, C, can ſcarcely ſtretch, 
Shall, by a Monareb's all-creative word, 


Become a very decent Lord. 


To vr CANDLE. 


'THOU lone companion of the ſpectred night, 


I wake amid thy friendly-watchful light, 
| To 


' 


1 
To ſteal a precious hour from lifeleſs ſleep 3 
Fark, the wild uproar of the winds | and hark, 
HeLL's genius roams the regions of the dark, 
And ſwells the thung'iing: hojror.of the Dzxe. 


of * * * . 
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From cloud to cloud the pale moon hurrying flies; 


Now blacken'd, and now flaſhing, through her ſkies, 


But all is filence here—beneath thy beam, 


I own I labour for the voice of praiſe— 
For who would fink in dull Oblivion's ſtream ? 
Who would not live in ſongs of diſtant days ? 


Thus while I wond'ring pauſe ,o'cr SnHaksPEARE's page, 

I mark, in viſions of delight, the SAGE, 
High o'er the wrecks of man, who ſtands ſublime ; 

A Col uu in the melancholy Waſte, 

(Its cities humbled, and its glories paſt) 


Majeſtic, mid the ſolitude of Tus. 
þ Yet 


1 
4 


(76 ] 
Yet now to ſadneſs let me yield the hour— 


Yes, let the tears of pureſt friendſhip ſhow'r. 


I view, alas | what ne'er ſhould die, 


A Form, that wakes my deepeſt ſigh; 


A Form, that feels of Death the leaden ſleep— 


Deſcending to the realms of ſhade, 
I view a pale-ey'd panting Maid ; 


I ſee the Vn runs Oer their fav rite weep. 


Ah! could the Muse's fimple pray'r 
Command the envied tramp: of Fame, 


OnLivion ſhould ELIZ A ſpare : : 
A world ſhould echo with her name. 


Art thou departing too, my trembling friend ? 
Ah ! draws thy little luſtre to its end ? 


Yes, on th y frame, Fate too ſhall fix her ſeal 


O let me, penſive, watch thy pale decay z 


Too 
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How faſt that frame, ſo tender, wears away 
How faſt thy life the reſtlefs minutes ſteal ! 


How flender now, alas | thy thread of fire | 
Ah, falling, falling, ready to expire! 
In vain thy ſtruggles—all will ſoon be oer 
At life thou ſnatcheſt with an * leap: 


Now round I ſee thy flame fo feeble creep, 


Faint, leſs'ning, quiv'ring, glimm'ring—now no more! 


1 


Thus ſhall the ſuns of ſcience ſink away, 


And thus of Beanty fade the faireſt flow'r— | 
For white 8 the GIANT who to Tims ſhall fays 0 
* DeſtruQive Tyrant, [ arreſt thy pow r * 95 
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